THE   LADY AND   THE^UNICORN~'~

wiAout thinking of ^what lie
was doing.                         "                          "   ""
ItfeSk him two days to uncover the tablet; he
had to work delicately and moaned that he could
get no outside help, "Why the stupid old fool
wants it kept secret!" he said. "This should be
done by experts/' And Rosa kept quiet, remem-
bering how she had scraped and hacked where
Stephen worked so delicately.
Slowly the plaster and bricking came away, and
he asked Rosa to bring a brush and carefully wash
off the last traces,
'Til tell Boy/? she said.
"Can't you do it?" asked Stephen.
UI scrub and brush? Fm not a servant/* said
Rosa.
"Good Lord!" cried Stephen impatiently. "All
right3 111 do it myself. Tell Boy to leave the things
here/*
They gathered round him as he cleaned it, Rosa5
auntie, father, Boy, and Blanche watching from her
bed.
It was a memorial tablet and the lettering was
still plainly seen* Above it was a scroll with a
wreath and two weeping cherubs, below, to the
right. Echo looked up at the inscription, and to
the left a unicorn, like a horse with low legs and
the horn running up from its forehead, bore
against its shoulders a shield with three crescent
moons.
Consecrated to the memory of Rosabelle (nee LeVIste) for
one da7 the wife of Joseph Paul Lemarchant, who died on the